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we shall be happy to have this exact testimony; but those who know him
only through it will never imagine the full expression of this strapping
little fellow, whose whole body had such a special significance. Yes,
Toulouse-Lautrec was just as short as he, but deformed; Philippe was
upright; he had small hands, small feet, short legs; his forehead well
formed. Beside him, after a short time, one became ashamed of being
too tall.
In the courtyard a group of friends. In the room, the mother, Mar-
guerite Audoux (oh, how beautiful the quality of her grief seems to
me!), Fargue; Leautaud, very pale against his very black beard, is swal-
lowing his emotion. The mother is still moaning; Fargue and Werth are
examining a time-table; it is agreed that we shall meet tomorrow morn-
ing at the Quai d'Orsay station for the eight-fifteen train.
&
Thursday, 8 o'clock
Quai d'Orsay station, where Chanvin and I arrive, fortunately well
ahead of time, for there we discover that the eight-fifteen train leaves
from the Gare de Lyon. Alas, how many friends, ill informed as we
were, will not have time to get to the other station as we do at once! We
don't see one in the train. Yet several had promised to come.
All night long it rained and there was a strong wind; now the air,
somewhat calmed, is warm; the countryside is drenched; the sky is uni-
formly desolate.
We have taken tickets to Moulins. From the time-table that I buy in
Nevers, I discover that to reach Cerilly it still takes three or four hours
from Moulins in a little dawdling train, plus a long ride in the stage-
coach; and that the little train will have left when we arrive. Can we
make that leg of the trip in a carriage?
In Moulins we get refusals from three hacksters; the distance is too
great: we shall need an automobile. And here it is! We light out into
die country. The air is not cold; the hour is beautiful. In a moment the
wind wipes away our fatigue, even our melancholy, and speaking of
Philippe, we say: if you are watching us from some part of heaven, how
amused you must be to see us racing after you along the road!
Beautiful country ravaged by winter and the storm; on the lavender
edge of the sky how delicate are the greens of the pastures!
Bourbon-FArchambault. This is where your twin sister and your
brother-in-law, the pastry-cook, live. Ah! here is the hearse coming back
from Cerilly, . . . Evening is falling. We enter the little village just be-
fore nightfall. The auto is put in the coach-house of the hotel where we
have left our bags. Here we are on the village square. We are moving
about in one of Philippe's books. We are told the way to his house. If: is
there on the road halfway up the hill, past the church, almost opposite